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Jon blearily opened his eyes and immediately took in his surroundings. A fan whirred from the ceiling, the white 
walls nearly sparkled in the afternoon light, and some unknown machine beeped its steady pulse from behind 
him. And a hand held his own tightly in a warm embrace. 

The singer lethargically turned his head to see who was holding his hand, then smiled. He should've known that 
it'd be Richie. The dark-haired guitarist was asleep in a chair, which was pulled close to his bed. Upon closer 
inspection, Jon realized that it was a hospital bed. All of a sudden, the details of what had happened came back 
through the haze of drugs. His drunken father, running backstage, then yanking out his belt and brutally 
beating him, just as he had when he was a little kid. The screams of "Faggot! You'll pay for your sins! Go to 
helll!" Fear rushing through his body as he'd been chased to the edge of the tall stage, and the shove of his 
father's hands that sent him tumbling to the ground. He tried to move the leg that he had fallen on, but felt 
absolutely nothing. Jon sat bolt upright, immediately running his hand over his leg to make sure it was stil 
there. He felt a thick plaster coating around the entire length. 


‘Its only broken, baby," came a velvety voice from behind him. Jon turned to see Richie smiling sleepily at him. 
The brunette stood, stretched, and came to sit beside the singer on the bed. He ran one hand through Jon's 
hair, the other gently cupping his bruised face. The blonde grinned and their lips met in a loving kiss, quickly 
cut off as a nurse walked into the room. She let her mouth twitch into a half-smile at the guilty-looking 
rockstars, who as of yet had not told anyone besides the band -and Jon's parents- about their relationship. 
"Don't worry, your secrets safe with me." She winked, beginning to perform a check-up on Jon, who eyed her 
gratefully. "My I5-year-old daughter's a huge fan of yours, by the way. She hasn't stopped asking if you'll live 
for the past two days." 

Jon grinned, somewhat sheepishly. "Y'know, you've been really great. Do you think your daughter would like an 
autograph? Its the best | can do, y'know." 

"Oh, that'd be amazing! She'd love it!" The nurse went out of the room, returning with a piece of glossy paper 
from a notepad and a Sharpie. Jon and Richie each signed it, then were told that they could go home the next 
day. 


Late that night, the couple were sitting on Jon's hospital bed, with the singer's head resting on Richie's 
shoulder. Jon looked up at his boyfriend curiously. 

"Aren't you gonna go home?" 

Richie smiled softly and kissed the younger man's forehead. "Nah, | wanna stay with you. | don't like you being 
all alone in a big hospital like this." 

The blonde cuddled into his shoulder and hummed contentedly. "I love you, Richie.” 

The guitar player smiled even wider, feeling the butterflies that always went through his body when Jon said 


those three words. "I love you, too, Jonny.” 


The next morning, Richie's eyes fluttered open to see that he had fallen forward in his chair and his head was 
now resting next to Jon's on the pillow. His hand was clasped in the other's, who was still sleeping. The singer's 
lips were slightly parted and his dark lashes fluttered as the light hit them. God, he was breathtakingly 
beautiful when he slept.. even more so than normal. The light filtered through his curly, permed hair, giving it 
a halo effect. Richie glanced at the clock, seeing that it was nearly 8:30, and started to get up. The minute his 
hand left Jon's, the other man's baby blues snapped open, looking almost fearful 

"R-Rich.. are you leaving?" He couldn't manage to keep the waver out of his voice at the thought of being 
abandoned. 

The older man frowned and sat down beside his boyfriend He gently cradled him in his arms, pressing feather- 
light kisses to every inch of his face. "Of course I'm not leaving, Jonny. | just needed to get your wheelchair so 
we can go home after your final check" 

Jon made a face. "Do | really have to use a wheelchair?" 

‘Sorry, sweetie, but it's not my choice." He finished off with a passionate kiss to Jon's lips. "I'll be right back" 
Jon looked around the room as Richie left. Somehow, the lack of furniture reminded him of his barren 
childhood bedroom. Suddenly feeling small and scared, he cowered under the covers, expecting to feel the sting 
of metal and leather across his stomach and back at any moment. The creak of the opening door set his teeth 
on edge and he tried to disappear, too far gone in his memories. The heavy footfalls drew nearer, and then the 


covers were cautiously drawn back to expose his quaking body. The sound of a velvet-smooth voice coaxed 


him out of his fear-induced coma. 

"Jonny? Oh, baby, was it him again?" Richie knew about the constant flashbacks that plagued Jon, moments 
from his abusive childhood. 

He nodded, clinging onto his boyfriend, his lifeline to reality. The other carefully lifted him into the wheelchair, 
avoiding the many bruises that littered Jon's soft skin. He slowly wheeled him down the hallway, then checked 
him out of the hospital. 

"Let's get you home." 


Jon nodded frantically, wanting to leave the haunting place as soon as possible. 


"Baby, this might hurt, but I'll have to lift you out of the car so we can go inside. Can you be strong for me?" 
Jon nodded slightly, but his eyes were clouded. Richie sighed, puting his arms around his lover and trying to 
ignore the pained squeak as the younger man left the seat. He carried him inside, bridal style, then laid him on 
their bed. The blonde's cast thumped heavily onto the soft mattress, causing Jon to wince and shift 
uncomfortably. Richie placed an apologetic kiss on his lips, murmuring, "I'm sorry, sweetheart." 

Exhausted from their hospital stay, the two men soon fell asleep in each other's arms. 

Later that evening, Jon woke up to feel himself locked in a sweet embrace with his lover. He smiled and 
disentangled himself. Nearly forgetting about his cast, he started to get up, but remembered just in time. 
Instead, not wanting to wake up Richie, he laid back down and cuddled up to his boyfriend once more. 

A sugary voice startled him somewhat as he nuzzled into the brunette's neck. "Jonny?" 

He smiled softly. "Yeah, Rich?" 

"| love you." 


Jon's grin widened. "I love you, too." 


